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Prolegne, 


Ow from 2 murthered Monarchs Urne I c 
A mourner to a Martyred Prophet's Tombe: 
Pardon, Great Charles his Ghoſt, my Mule had ſtood 
Yet three years longer, till (h' had wept a flood , 
Too mean a Saciifice tor Royall Blood, 
But ſhe muſt go, Heaven doth by Thunder call 
For her attendance at Love's Funerall, 
Forgive Grear Sir, this Sacriledge in me, 
The tenth Tear he muſt tave, It is his Fee ; 
'Tis due to him, and yet 'tis ſton from Thee, 


ARGUME NT. 


'Twas when the raging Dog did rule the Skies, 
And with his Scorching tace did tyrannize, 
When cruell Cromwell,whelp of that mad Star, 
Bur ſure more fiery than his Syre by far; 
Had dryed the Northern Fite, and with his hear 
Pat trozen Scotlandin a Bloody {weat : 
When he had Conquered, and his furious Train 
Had chas'd the North-Bear, and purſu'd Charle's wain 
Into the Enel:ſh Orb, then 'twas thy Fate 
( Sweet Lov? to be a;preſent from our State, 
A greater Sacrifice there could not come, 
Then a Divine to bleed his welcome home: 
For He, and Herod, think. no dith ſo good, 
Ava Fohn Baptiſts Head ferv'd up in blood, 
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ne Priſoner's brought, 
© Nottobe Try'd, but baited, moſt men thought , 
Monfiers, like men,muſt worry him - and. thus 
+ He fuhes with Beaſts, like Paul at Epbeſws. 
. Adams, Far and Huntington, with all the pack 
' * Of foyſting Hounds are'ſer upon his back, 
Prideayx and Keebl; ftand and crie Aloo, 
It was a fyl} Cryzyet it wauld not do, 
Oh how he foyI'd them, Standers-by did ſwear, 
That he the Judge, and they the Traytors were: 
For there he proy'd,although he ſeem'd a Lamb, 
Stout, like the Lyons, from whoſe Den he came ! 
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Itis Decreed; nor ſhall thy Worth dear Lowe, 
' Refiſttheir Yows, nor their revenge remove, 
Though prayers beJoyn'd to prayers, and tears to tears, 
No ſoftneſs m their Rocky heart appears , 
Nor Heaven nor Earth abate their fury can 
But they will have thy Head, thy Head, good Man, 
Sure {ome the ſeftary longed, and in haſt 
Muſt try how Presbyterian Blood doth taſt, 
*Tis fitſhe have the beſt; and therefore thine, 
Thine muſt be broach'd, bleſt ſoul, tis drink Divine, 
No ſooner was the dreadfull Sentence read, 
The Priſoner ſtraight bow'd his condemned Head, 
And by that humble poſture told them all, 
It was a Head that did not fear a fall, 


ACT Il. 


And now. I wiſh the fatall ſtroke were given 
I'm fureour Martyr longs tobe in Heaven, 

And heaven to have him there ; one moments blow 
' Makes him triumphant; but. here comes his woe. 
His enemies will grant a months ſulpence 

+» If t be but tor the nonce to keep him thence : 

 Andthathe may tread in his Saviours wayes, 

* He flull be tempted coo his forty qayes: "EN 
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worſhip, and your life's your own. ©, ©: 
Thos cry'd his Enemies, Oh *twas their Ns , 
To wound his Body, and his Soul befide. 
One plot th' have more, whea all the reft dofai), 
K Divels exnnot; Diſciples may prevail, 
Ler's tempt him by his friends, make Peter cry 
Good Maſter ſpare thy felt, and do not die. s 
One friend intreats, a ſecond weeps, a third 
Cries your Peticion wants the other word : 
Fle write it tor you, ſaith a fourth z your life, 
Your life Sir, cries a fifth z pity your Wite, 
And the Babe in her : thus this Diamon7's cur, 
By Diamonds enly, and to terrour pur, 
Me thinks I hear him ſtill, you wound my heart ; 
Good friend's forbear, tor every word's a dart: 
'Tis fooliſh pity, this I do profels : | 
YouP'd love me more, if you did loveme leſs : 
Friends, Children, Wite, Lite, all aredear I know, 
But all's too dear, it ſhould buy them (o, 
Thus like a Rock thatrouts the waves he ſtands, 
And ſnaps aſunder, Sampſon-like theſe bands, 
ACT IV. 
The day is come, the Priſoner longs to 0, 
And chides the lingring Sun for tarrying ſo. 
Which bluſhing ſeems to anſwer from the skie, 
That it is Joath to ſee a Martyr die, 
Me thinks I hear beheaced Saints above 
Call coeach other, Sirs, make room for Love, 
Who, when he came to tread the fatall Stage, 
W hich prov'd his glory, but his Enemies rage, 
His bloud ne're run to his heart, Chriſts bloud was there 
Reviving it, his own was all to ſpare, 
Which riſing in his Cheeks, did ſeem to fay, 
Is this the bloud you thirſt for, tak't I pray. 
Spectators in his looks ſuch lite cid ſee, 
That oy ps more hke codie than he, 
But oh his ſpeech, me thinks I hear it till; 
Itraviſh'd Friends, but did his enemies kill, 
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dallrhe- Gitey Court porotpl pale” and feeble, 
amoreous Fextgyr,and cold-hearted Drake 
" *Holfovt, whencall'd-rio baſe Petitions, make; 
- Your enemies thus*Thundei<ſtruck-no doubt, 
Willbe beholding ro-youto come out. 
Purif you ſhall! t, nowthandding Heaven, |. 
Such.approb 0 Lowes Cauſe ha 
Ede addeburthis, your Conſgiences,, perhaps, 
| Erelong may feel far greater Thunder-cla age. 
_ . Epilogue. 
at Bow ni Hnle evews fearful too, and muit 
HY ae > WT nn be buried with thy dats 7 
| WR; bleſt Love, thisverſe within1hy, ſhroud, 
j Far none butt: Heaven: dare take thyport aloud. 
_ The Author begev1his, leit if it be Enos, 
That aa, 1 Head, he-loſe bis own, 
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